PATCHWORK                                          "A"
then I would have done anything, and the boy's
trembling made me taste blood. I wanted to hurt,
to hurt everyone, anyone, any Indian, any Hindu
anyway.
"Did you hear "what I said?" I yelled at the boy;
and the flow began. . . . He was a Hindu. . . .
He was this and that. ... I was a most kind,
gentle, noble, considerate Principal. ... I was a
great, wise man, come to bring enlightenment to
poor, benighted India. ... I was a friend of the
poor, the humble. . . . I was a man of infinite charity.
"That's enough," I said, "go and find the Vice-
Principal." And the boy fled.
I was suspicious. ... I was leaving nothing, to
chance. ... I wasn't having anyone, sweeper or
professor of Urdu, monkeying with my lavatory
before D------came along.
I went back on to the terrace behind my office and
stood there between the door of the lavatory and
the open swing door of my room.
The boy came back into my office and failed to
see me standing behind.
"Where's the Vice-Principal?" I called, as the
boy was going out. He jumped, of course, and
came back, and then saw me standing near the
lavatory door. He must have thought me really